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On the death of Mrs. Raynes her place was taken by 'Flo' (Florence
Hood) a girl of seventeen from Fulham whom the dragon had trained in
the way that she should go. For thirty-five years she faithfully served her
master, cheery and indefatigable, tending 'Father', as she called him, to
the last.
Necessary Cats
The fervent lover and the sage austere
In their ripe season equally admire
The great soft cats, who, like their masters dear,
Are shivery folk^and sit beside the fire.
Friends both of learning and of wantonness,
They'hunt where silence and dread shadows are;
Erebus would have yoked them to his car
For funeral coursers had iheir pride been less.
They take, brooding, the noble attitudes
Of sphinxes stretched in deepest solitudes,
Seeming to slumber in an endless dream;
Their loins are quick with kindlings magical,
And glints of gold, as in a sandy stream,
Vaguely bestar their eye-balls mystical*
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Clan Chattan, the Cat Clan, extends beyond the Scottish Highlands,
and artists so unlike as Baudelaire and Steer were both sealed of that tribe.
*Old Pussy Steer', irreverently so-called in our household, had affinities
with those pets, susceptible as he was no less to 'magic kindlings* of the
senses than to chilly outer airs, and disposed to somnolence when at peace.
The sleek, comfortable aloofness of the cats appealed to him, and their
dignity, though he may not have imputed the condescension of the proud
uncanny creatures to their Egyptian godhead. The reigning tom-cat,
accordingly, was a third important member of the household, and Miss
Hamilton has furnished a chronicle of the dynasty.
Steer enjoyed the quiet companionship of a cat and used to say that he liked them
because they were not sycophants and provided their own boots. He made friends with
strolling cats along the streets in Chelsea, talking to them in a special voice. As a child
he had hi^special pussies, the 'Duchess*, a tortoiseshell, and her daughter, the 'Count-
ess*. His first attempt'to handle oik at an early age was a portrait of the sleeping
*Duchess*, and in letters while he was studying abroad were inquiries for Ms *Mr. Pop*.
It was not until he settled down at Cheyne Walk that he was able to keep a cat of
his own in London.- In Hydrangeas the girl on the sofa is playing with the fot Mr.
Thomas, a bkck-and-white kitten, much beloved. After its dcalh in 1906 a magnifi-
cent tabby was brought up from the country by his niece. This beautiful aaej sagacious
creature ruled Steer for eighteen years. There never was such a cat! He could do no